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supplying the funds for these enterprises, though the cost of
feminine attire, even at the less expensive establishments, had
been to his bachelor mind something of a shock. Black was what
she seemed drawn to as to the colour of her clothes, while in
their texture she evidently leant to the softer and less rustic
fabrics.
He himself had only interfered in one single particular;
and, as might have been anticipated, for it needs the strongest
of all human urges to inspire a man with the gall to interfere
with his girPs taste, this had to do with a substitute for the laven-
der-coloured tights. It was in fact in long black stockings he
had insisted that the loveliness of Wizzie's legs should be
emphasized. The decking out of all other portions of her per-
son he was content to leave to Mrs. Dearth and herself.
He found her now seated on the stool by the fire, hugging
her black-stockinged knees. This was the position he had found
her in, on the evening of All Souls' Day—only she wore no
stockings then. Her hair at this moment was tied up, but ap-
parently not yet "done" for the day, for several untidy wisps
of straight straw-coloured locks stuck out in woeful disorder
above her lace collar.
She was frowning when he closed the door. She was frowning
when he stepped hurriedly to her side. Indeed, Dud was
so cognizant of the dangerous mood which this expression sig-
nified that when he did reach her side he was afraid of worrying
her by any sort of clumsy caress, and instead of kissing her,
leaned up against the chimney-piece and addressed her from
that position.
"They've told me about our going to Glymes, Wizz; and
that though you didn't like Mr. Wye you'd agreed to come with
us. I'm afraid old Claudius is not best pleased at the prospect;
but I shall get great satisfaction—won't you, Wizz?—from
seeing the fellow quarrel with Thuella's father? What'll happen
between him and that extraordinary chap Quirm remains to be
seen. I challenged him about that Glymes boy, but I couldn't
get a word out of him. He sheered off, the second I alluded to it."
"I—am—sure—it's very—kind of your friends to invite me
along with you," remarked Wizzie. "Y0#, anyway, seem as
pleased as Punch about it 1"
"Wizzie!" he protested, and his mind began whirling round
to discover what her new grievance was.

